<zA pie a fan t Qomedy , of 

MifPage. Ifaith tis not well M. Ford to fufpcft 
her thus without a caufe. 

Z?<?#.No by my trot it be no veil. 

F<7/.Wcll,I pray bearc with me.M.P^f pardon me 
I fuffer for it, I differ for it. 

Sir Hu. You differ for a bad confcience,look you now 

Foord.We 11,1 pray no more,another time lie tell 
you ail : 

The meane time go dine with mc,pardon me wife, 

I am forry j M. Page, pray go in to dinner. 

Another time lie tell you all. 

P<i. Well let it be fo, and to morrow I inuite you 
ail to my houfc to dinner : and in the morning wcc*I a 
birding ,1 hauc an excellent Hawke for the bufh. 

Ford. Let it be fo : Come M.P4£<?, come wife ; 

I pray you come in all, y’ are welcome, pray come in. 

Sir Htigbx By fo kad vdge me, M .Foord is not in his 
right wits. Exit omnes. 

Enter Sir John Faljlajfe,and Bardolfe. 

Fd. Bardolfe,brcw me a pottle of facke prefently. 

Bar. With Egges fir ? 

Faljtaff. Simply of it felfe,Ile none of thefc Pullets 
fperme in my drinkc : goe make hade. Haue I lined 
to be carried in a basket and throwneinto thethames 
like a Barow of butchers offoll. Well, if Ibeferued 
fuch another tricke, lie giue them leaue to take out 
my braines and butter them, and giue them to a Dog 
for a new-yearcs gift. SbloUd,the rogues Aided me in 
with as little remorfe as if they had gone todrowne a 
blinde Bitches puppies in the litter i and they might 
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• the merry JVtues of Wind for. 

know by my fizc I haueakindc of alacrity in finking : 
ifthebottome had bin as deep as hell I fhould down. 
I had bene drowned, but that the fnore waslheluie 
and fomewhat (hallow : a death that I abhorre. For 
you know the waterfwelsaman : and what a thing 
fhould I haue bene when I had bene fwelled ? By the 
Lord a mountaine of money. Now is the Sacke 
brewed ? 

Bar. I fir, there's a woman below would fpeak with 
you. 

Fal. Bid her come vp.Let me put fome fack among 
this cold water, for my belly is as cold as if I had fwal- 
lowed fnow bals for pilles. 

Enter Miftrejfe Quickly. 

Now what’s the newes with you ? 

Quyc. I come from Miftris Foord forfooth. 

Fal. Miftris Ford, I haue had Ford enough, 

1 haue bene throwne into the Foord, 

My belly is full of Foord : (he hath tickled me. 

Quic. O Lord fir, fhe is the forrowfulleft woman 
that her feruants miftooke,that euer Iiued. And fir, 
fhe would defire you ofallloues you will meetc her 
once againe,to morrow fir,betweene ten and eleuen, 
and fhe hopes to make amends for all. 

Fd. Ten and eleuen, faift thou ? 

Quic. I forfooth. 

Fal. Well, tell her He meet her. Let her but think 
Of mans frailty : Let her judge what man is. 

And then thinke of me. And fo farwell. 

E 2 Quic. 




